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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 

MASS. HOSPITAL FOR THE INSANE. 

Here is a picture of this noble building, which 
issituated on an eminence near the centre of the 
fourishing village of Worcester. It is the prop- 
erty of the State, and is the first institution of the 
kind built in this country at the public expense, 
for the benefit of poor lunatics. It is designed for 
persons arraigned as criminals; but who are 
found, by the proper judicial tribunals, to have 
committed offences while in a state of insanity: 
and for lunatics who are so deranged as that their 
being at large is considered dangerous to the 
peace and safety of the community. 

In 1882, an inquiry was instituted by the Leg- 
islature of this state, when it was found that there 
were one hundred and six insane poor, in towns 
containing about half the population of the State. 
Itis supposed there are nearly five hundred of 
this unfortunate class of our fellow men in this 
fine, of which about one half are so poor that 
they cannot receive proper medicine and treat- 
ment from relations. The result was the estab- 
lishment of the excellent institution above named. 

Up to December last, 272 patients had been 
received; 154 discharged; leaving at that time in 
the hospital 118. Of these 70 were of the class 
that may be styled incurable; as their insanity is 
such as to afford little or no prospect of restora- 
tion toa sane mind. They will probably remain 
here, as their situation is rendered more com- 
fortable than it could be elsewhere, particularly 
by the attention and kind treatment they receive. 
During the year, 115 patients were discharged, 
of which 64 were cured, and 22 improved. 

The institution is under the direction of five 
trustees, a superintendent, steward, matron, phy- 
sician, and twenty-three attendants, cooks, labor- 
ers, nurses, &c. all of whom, except the trustees, 
reside in the centre of the building. 











NARRATIVE. 


LITTLE INDIAN CAPTIVE. 
[Continued from last week’s paper.} 

After he was taken captive as described in our 
last number, Mrs. Coleman, who was in the boat, 
when the Indians fired, floated in the river down 
to Cincinnati, and told the sad tale. The dis- 
tress of his parents at the loss of their son was 
very great. In the mean time the second day 
came and }ittle Oliver, who had slept well over 
night, was awakened, by the Indians, to pursue 
his second day’s journey into the forest. In the 
course of the day the Indians stole a horse, which 
they allowed Oliver to ride until it was taken sick 
and was left. The next day he tried to escape. 
The Indians stopped, and having tied him left him 
alone. Mr. Spencer says: 

‘Intending to secure me, they ordered me to 
sit down with my back against a small tree; then 
taking their cord, tying it first to the tree, passing 








it around my neck, and then with a knot around 
my wrists separately, extending my arms oblique- 
ly on each side, they fastened one end of it toa 
stake driven into the ground, and the other toa 
reot in the bank of the stream; then placing a 
large piece of bark over me to shelter me from 
the sun, went out to hunt. Being left alone, my 
thoughts alternately occupied with tender recollec- 
tions of my home, and a painful consciousness of 
my wretched condition; sometimes revollving in 
my mind the probability of escape, then rejecting 
the thought as chimerical, an hour had passed 
away. I now began to think seriously of making 
my escape, and after a few minutes determined if 
possible to effect it. Being a firm believer in an 
over-ruling Providence, and in the concern of 
God for the welfare of his creatures, I first ad- 
dressed myself to him, and never did I utter a 
more sincere and fervent prayer, supplicating his 
mercy and imploring his aid; and promising that 
if he would deliver me from the hands of the: sav- 
ages, and restore me to my beloved parents, I 
would serve him the residue of my days ‘ in truth 
with all my heart.’—Believing, too, in the use of 
means, I immediately began to exert my own 
powers. Seizing the cord with which I was 
bound, I first pulled it violently with my right 
hand, attempting to break it, or detach it trom 
the root to which it was fastened; failing in this 
effort, I next laid hold of it with my left, ende-av- 
oring to pull down the stake to which it was tied. 
While trying to effect this, looking at the stake 
over my left hand, I discovered that the cord was 
tied on the outside of the cuff of my sleeve, and 
making the effort, succeeded in drawing my arm 
through it; then with the aid of my left, diseng:ag- 
ing my right hand in the same way, I soon set 
myself entirely free.” 

After escaping in this way, he started off into 
the woods and travelled until night, close by a 
thicket. He says: 

‘* About sixty yards south of the thicket, find- 
ing a large fallen tree, facing the path, and hav- 
ing near its roots a hollow forming a shelter, Ide- 
termined to lodge under it; but being very hun- 
gry, and having no provision for my journey, sav- 
ing a small piece of meat which J thought I should 
more need on the morrow, I concluded to make 
my evening’s meal on raspberries, which grew 
here in great abundance. Straying from bush to 
bush, eagerly picking and eating to satisfy my 
hunger, I paid little attention to my course; when, 
having eaten sufficiently, I turned, as I thought, 
toward my lodging place, but found, after walk- 
ing some time, that I was completely lost. I now 
felt greatly alarmed; I ran about in every direc- 
tion, seeking the thicket, and terrified at the 
thought of perishing in the wilderness, regret- 
ted for a moment my attempt to escape. Hap- 
pily, however, after wandering about for some 
time, I found the log, and lying down under it, 
pillowing my head on some leaves which | scrap- 
ed together and covered with my jacket, and de- 
voutly thanking God for saving me from the hor- 
ror of losing myself and starving in the wilderness, 
and for all his kindness thus far, composed my- 
self to rest. 

‘* T had lain thus but a few minutes, now clos- 
ing my eyes to sleep, and now opening them upon 
the spreading tree tops, or stars faintly glimmer- 
ing through their branches, when I was suddenly 
roused by the cracking of bushes, and a noise 
like that from quick strokes on the ground, and 
looking toward the path, saw a herd of deer 
bounding through the woods, and swiftly approach- 








log under which I lay; the others leaping be- 

tween me and the thicket, where I had tied the 

horse, were in the next moment out of sight.— 

Scarcely had I lain down again, when hearing a 

rustling among the bushes at a short distance 

from me, I raised myself upon my elbow to ascer- 

tain the cause; but words cannot express my feel- 

ings, nor describe my consternation and dismay, 

when looking through an opening between the 

roots of the fallen tree under which I was lying, 

I saw the two Indians, whom I had left, enter the 

thicket. Advancing immediately to the horse, 

and laying hold of his bridle, they stood a few 

moments, looking in different directions through 

the small opening in the thicket facing my retreat, 

evidently endeavoring to discover me. I had by 

this time partially recovered my self-possession, 

and fearing that if I waited for them to find-me, 

they would tomahawk me where I lay, determin- 
ed at once to return to them. Instantly spring- 
ing up and putting on my jacket, I ran to the 
thicket, and with the mingled fear of deserved 
punishment, and the. slight hope of impunity, ut- 
tered the truly childish excuse, ‘‘I have been 
out picking raspberries.” 

‘* Methinks 1 can now see the horrible savage 
grinding his teeth with rage, and with a look of 
fiendish malice, that almost froze my blood, raise 
his rifle to his shoulder, intending to shoot me.— 
Were my mother’s prayers now ascending before 
the throne? Was my father now supplicating 
protection for his lost son? Or had the Father 
of mercies said, ‘‘ Lay not thine hand upon the 
lad?” At that moment the generous Wawpaw- 
wawquaw interposed, and throwing up the muz- 
zle of the nearly levelled rifle, saved my life. A 
brief altercation, and then a few moments’ earnest 
conversation ensued, after which, setting down 
their rifles, and cutting large switches from the 
thicket, they beat me severely on my head and 
shoulders, until their whips were literally ‘ used 
up.’ I bore their beating, however, with the 
firmness of an Indian; never once complaining, 
nor entreating remission, but not daring to make 
farther resistance than to throw up my arms to 
protect my head. Often since have I felt: thank- 
ful, that there were none other than sassafras 
bushes near; for had the Indians thus beaten me 
with hickory or oak, they would certainly have 
killed me. ‘ Having wearied themselves in pun- 
ishing me, and having told me by signs, which I 
could not misunderstand, that if again I should 
attempt to escape, they would certainly kill and 
scalp me, we set out for our camp, the White 
Loon in front, leading me by the hand, and the 
other Indian following on the horse, until we 
reached the path when we proceeded along it in 
a single file. 

‘‘Ifat any time I flagged a little, falling too 
far behind the leading Indian,the cruel savage 
behind me goaded me with a stick, or strove to 
ride over me; and after proceeding about two 
miles, discovering in the path the bark hopples 
I had thrown down,he sprung from the horse, and 
picking them up, inflicted many severe blows with 
them on my head and shoulders.—Weary and 
faint, I rejoiced, when at last we reached the 
camp;: but my satisfaction was momentary only, 
for without stopping even to secure the horse, 
the Indians proceeded to tie me. Passing a cord 
around my elbows, they drew them together be- 
hind my back so closely, as to almost discolate 
my shoulders; then tying my wrists so tightly, as 
nearly to prevent the circulation of the blood in 
my hands, they fastened the ends of the cord to a 





ing me. Presently one of them sprang over the 


forked stake driven into the ground. I had often 























as I thought, suffered not a little, but my suffer- 
ings this night were extreme; I could not lie 
down, and to sleep was impossible; my head 
bruised and swollen, pained me exceedingly, but 
this was trivial when compared with the torture I 
suffered, from the violent straining of my arms 
behind my back; my ribs seemed every moment 
as though they would be torn from my breast, and 
my shoulder blades felt as if they would separate 
from my body. Forgetting the late signal instan- 
ces of Divine interposition, I murmured against 
God, and in the bitterness of my soul longed for 
death. 

‘«* The night seemed as if it would never end; 
but at length the day dawned, and gratefully did 
I hail the cheerful sunrise, when the Indians, 
having eaten their breakfast, and being ready to 
march, came and unbinding me, relieved me from 
the severity of suffering. Immediately fording 
Buck creek (the eastern branch of Mad River) 
here about thirty feet wide, and swelled by the 
late rain, rising above my waist, we passed on in 
a northwesterly direction, through the eastern 
side of a prairie, near to a high woodland, about 
a mile and a half, and crossing Mad River (an 
important branch of the Great Miami) at a broad 
ford, sixty feet wide, ascended a high bank, mat- 
ted with blue grass, covered with raspberry bush- 
es, and plumb trees, and exhibiting the appear- 
ance of having been once the site of an Indian 
village. Here the Indians stopping a few min- 
utes to adjust their blankets, and make a pair of 
bark stirrups, I availed myself of the opportunity 
to breakfast on the raspberries, which were very 
abundant.—Travelling on in a northwest course, 
through open woods, over high rolling ground, 
about noon we descended into a rich bottom, and 
halted on the bank of a small creek near a fine 
spring. Distant from this spot a few rods was a 
very large sycamore, hollow at the bottom, and 
having on the side facing us an opening about six 
feet high, barricadoed below with logs covered 
with brush. To this tree the Indians immediate- 
ly proceeded and removing the brush from before 
it, and looking into its hollow for a moment re- 
turned to the spring, where making a fire and 
roasting some squirrels which they had killed in 
the morning, made their dinner.” 

In our next we will give some further account 
of little Oliver. 
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Communicated for the Youth’s Companion. 
PLAIN SERMONS FOR CHILDREN. 
SERMON Il. 

Marx. Chap. 10. Verse 14. ‘* And Jesus said, suffer 
little children to come unto me, and forbid them not: 
for of such is the kingdom of heaven.”’ 

How great is your honor and happiness, chil- 
dren, to be thus noticed by the Son of God, the 
Saviour of the world! Though he was so great, 
you see he was humble; though he was wise he 
was condescending. But I must tell you the 
whole of this pleasing story. 

While Jesus was employed as usual, in teach- 
ing the multitude who came to him, some pious 
parents brought their children to Jesus that he 
might bless them. His disciples, instead of en- 
couraging, rebuked those who brought them. 
But when Jesus saw it, he was much displeased, 
and said unto them, ‘‘ Suffer little children to 
come unto me, and forbid them not; for of such .is 
the kingdom of heaven; and he took them in his 
arms and blessed them.”’ 

Good children are humble, modest, and teach- 
able; and so must all good people be. In heaven 
there are none who are proud, conceited, or ill- 
natured. In that world the saints are all lovely 
and amiable; such as you children ought to be, 
and such as you must be, if you would live with 
Christ in his heavenly kingdom. Heaven is full of 
love: God himself is love; and can you, children, 
expect to go to that world of love, if you do not 
love God and Christ; and one another? Ifyou are 


will say, of such is the kingdom of heaven? No, 
these are dispositions that would fit you only for 
the devil’s kingdom. And would you wish to live 
forever with those who are full of malice, pride, 
and anger; who hate Christ and one another? 
No: we hope better things of you. You wish to 
be holy; for God is holy: to be modest and 
humble; for Jesus was meek and lowly: to be 
loving and kind, that Jesus may say, of such as 
you is the kingdom of heaven. 

How delightful must it have been to those who 
brought the children to Jesus, to see them in the 
arms of their compassionate Saviour? And there 
is nothing, my little friends, that your pious par- 
ents so much wish for, as to see you coming to 
Jesus Christ for life and salvation. Though he 
is now in heaven, the arms of his love and com- 
passion are still open to receive you. He can 
bestow upon you every blessing you need, both 
for soul and body; he can bless you in this world, 
and bless you forever. 

Your pious parents have already put you in 
the arms of this compassionate Saviour, and de- 
voted you to his service: and will you not choose 
him for your Saviour and your Lord? Your par- 
ents’ prayers will not save you; you must pray 
for yourselves. Go, children, to this compassion- 
ate Saviour; you have every encouragement; 
your ministers encourage you, Jesus himself says, 
Come unto me; and can you refuse his kind in- 
vitation? Say to him; Lord to whom should we 
go but unto thee? Thou hast the words of eternal 
life. 

HYMN. 
Come, children, ’tis Jesus that calls, 
The voice of your Saviour obey; 
When Jesus invites you to come, 
No disciple shall turn you away. 
The children he folds in his arms, 
Must surely be blessed indeed; 
For Jesus alone can bestow 
The spiritual blessings they need. 
Let parents with thankfulness own, 
The encouragement Jesus has given: 
Delighted to hear him declare, 
Of such is the kingdom of heaven. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
THE TEA-TABLE TALK. 

** Mother,” said Anna, ‘‘I wonder what is the 
reason George does not come to supper. I have 
called him two or three times—oh, here he is. 
George, Mother wonders why you did’nt come 
before ?”’ 

‘* Why you see, Mother, I’ve been reading an 
account of the Otahetians, and I was so much in- 
terested that I did’nt like to leave off.” 

‘* Well, my son, as you have made us wait so 
long for you, it is but fair that you should repay 
our civility by repeating something to amuse us.” 

**T don’t think “twill amuse you much, for it 
made me feel horribly; but I'll tell you about it. I 
was reading ofa custom they had of staining their 
bodies, which they called tattooing. They mark 
their bodies very thick with black lines in various 
forms. Well, they make these lines by striking 
the teeth of an instrument somewhat like a comb 
just through the skin, and then rubbing into the 
places a kind of paste made of soot and oil, which 
leaves an indelible stain. Children under twelve 
years of age are not tattooed. There was a 
gentleman who saw the operation performed on a 
girl about thirteen years old, and he says that the 
instrument they used had thirty teeth, and every 
stroke (of which at least a hundred were made in a 
minute) drew blood. Is’nt it horrible, Mother?” 
; em very, and how did the poor girl bear 
it?” 

** Oh very well for about a quarter of an hour; 
but the agony of so many hundred punctures at 
last became intolerable—she burst into tears and 
made the most piteous lamentations, begging the 
man to stop; but he would’nt, and when she began 





proud, malicious, ill-natured, do you think Jesus 


to struggle, two women held her down. Somz2- 
times they soothed her, and sometimes they scold- 
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ed, and now and then, if she was very 
they gave her a smart blow, and the 
the operation three or four hours.”* 
‘**Poor creature,” said Anna, “ and 
pain just for the sake of deforming her,” 
‘* But,”” said George, ‘‘we must re 
Anna, that they were poor heathens and consid. 
ered it a great beauty; and beside I think that ‘ 
great many ladies in our country put themsely : 
to almost as much pain by wearing tight dveane 
and tight shoes. Mother, I hope you will ney : 
let our Anna be so foolish.”” 7 
‘* No, George, I don’t think it at all 
but your tea must be good for nothing by ¢jj, 
time; though I’m verv glad you remember 4 
well what you read. I always like to have y, 
read for Anna and I, as well as yourself, and We 


are much obliged to you for what you have tol 
us.’ 


Unrul ; 
Y Continued 


all this 














OBITUARY. 
z $$ 
Written for the Youth's Cumpanion. 


MISS D P 


Mr. Wittis,—Some account of this little gil 
who died in W. Mass, in June last, at the age of 
14, will probably be interesting to your youthfy 
readers. 

With only ordinary means of education, ang 
apparently no more than common gifts of natute, 
she discovered an unusual thoughtfulness ang 
wisdom in regard to her spiritual interests. She 
had been for several years a member of the Sab. 
bath School, but was often prevented from 2. 
tending by ill health. It was not known until 
after her death, that her mind was particularly ex. 
ercised on the subject of religion. Nor was it 
known that she kept a diary in which she noted 
down some of her religious thoughts and feelings. 
This she was in the habit of doing when retired 
from the other members of the family, and her 
little journal was carefully concealed from human 
view. It deserves, however, to be brought to 
light for the benefit of others, that they may be in- 
duced to spend more time in retirement and less in 
the vanities and amusements of the world. Youn 
D. was deeply sensible of the uncertainty of life, 
and I have no doubt, took much satisfaction in 
being alone, that she might think of God and 
Christ and a future world. 

At the beginning of this year, she wrote ina 
little book as follows: ‘‘ Another year has begun 
to roll away, and may T speak of this year as one 
in which I was brought out of darkness into mar- 
vellous light—may the young feel that the years 
are gliding away. 

Dear Saviour let the new born year 
Spread an alarm abroad, 

And say in every careless ear 
Prepare to meet thy God.” 

Did you, my young friends, have any such 
thoughts when this year commenced? Did you 
desire to be converted this year and give your- 
selves to God? This little child felt that she had 
a very wicked heart. On the 3ist of January, 
she wrote, ‘‘ One month of this year is almost 
gone, and still I remain insensible to my condi- 
tion, and my heart appears harder than a stone.” 
It was well that she had such a sense of her con- 
dition, for it manifested that she had some feeling. 
And have you any feeling on the subject of reli- 
gion? Are you sensible that you have a hard 
and wicked heart? If you are not, you will not 
come to Christ for merey, you will not ask for 
the Holy Spirit to change your heart. If you 
are convinced that it is wicked, be persuaded to 
cry to the Saviour to soften and humble your 
heart and bring you to love him. When this little 
child’s father died, in March, she wrote in her 
book, ‘‘ This day the remains of my father were 
committed to the dust, and his spirit has returned 
to God who gave it. Thus I am left without a 
father. Without a father did 1 say? Have I not 
a Father in heaven, whose watchful eye is ever 








upon me, both when I am awake and when 
asleep? Am I then left without a protector? 




















































































‘3 
Is 
SO 


Ne 


Id 


ig 


. 
irl 
ful 


and 
re, 
and 
She 
Jab. 

at- 
intil 


8 it 
oted 
ngs, 
‘ired 
her 
man 
it to 
ye in- 
Ss in 
oun, 
life, 
on in 
and 


in 2 
egun 
S one 

mar- 
years 


such 
d you 
your- 
e had 
wary, 
al most 
condi- 
tone.” 
Tr con- 
eling. 
) f reli- 
hard 
ill not 
sk for 
f you 
ded to 
your 
s little 
n her 
were 
urned 
out a 
I not 
s ever 
when 
bctor ? 

















Youth’s Companion. 91 








No, for there is one friend that sticketh closer 
than a brother, or father, or mother.” Such was 
her language; and O, what a blessing to have 
God for your friend. Can you die with compo- 
sure and peace without a Saviour? No, my young 
friends. If you would be supported in death, and 
be happy in heaven, you must repent of all your 
sins, and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ. You 
must love God and lead a thoughtful pious life. 
O what if you should die soon, as this little child 
died, what would become of your soul? Has it 
been renewed and fitted for heaven. 

In closing, let me advise all young persons 
whose attention is called to the subject of religion, 
not to conceal the exercises of their minds, but to 
converse with pious friends, or go to their minis- 
ter and tell him their feelings, that they may ob- 
tain suitable instruction. An unwarrantable dif- 
fidence and false modesty often prevent the youth 
from speaking on this most interesting and impor- 
tant subject. Many good impressions have been 
lost, and the Holy Spirit has often been grieved 
by concealing the state of the mind from those 
who would rejoice to direct the inquirer to the 
Lamb of God who alone taketh away sin. M. 

[The name and place of residence of the subject of 
the above Obituary Notice, is left with the Editor— 
but it was thought best by the author not to publish 
them. On this we would remark, for the guidance of 
other correspondents, that we think the more anthen- 
ticity that can be given to matters of fact of this kind, 
the more good they will be likely to do.] 








NATURAL HISTORY. 








THE CAT-BIRD. 

The Cat-bird is found in summer in almost eve- 
ry blackberry bush or thicket in the settled parts 
of the United States. They are supposed to spend 
the winter in Florida. They enter Georgia late in 
February, and are found in New England early 
in May. It is one of the earliest morning song- 
sters, commencing before day-break; and it often 
continues its cheerful song late in the evening, 
when all the other birds have retired. Its com- 
mon notes so strongly resemble the mewing of a 
kitten, that a stranger might easily be deceiv- 
ed by it. It is this that gives the bird its name. 
Yet the Cat-bird has a considerable variety of 
notes, consisting chiefly of attempts to imitate 
other birds. It must be confessed, however, that 
there is not much melody inhis song. It is a very 
familiar ‘bird, and appears to have less dread 
of man than most other birds. But its confidence 
istoo often only rewarded with persecution and 
death. The Cat-bird is nine inches long. It is 
ofa deep slate color above, and paler below; the 
tail and upper part of the head are black; under 
the tail it is of a dark red. It feeds chiefly on 
fruits, and is sure to select the ripest and richest 
strawberries, cherries, and pears, which the gar- 
den or orchard can furnish. Of course it is no 
great favorite with the farmer. It builds its nest 
generally in a thicket of briers, in a thorn-bush, 
or in the fork of a small tree. The nest is com- 
posed of dry leaves, or grass, and twigs, and is 
lined with fine thread-like roots. The female 
lays four or five eggs of a greenish-blue color, and 
raises two or three broodsin a season. The Cat- 
bird is remarkably fond of its young. If a person 
imitates the cry of its young when injured or 
alarmed, the old birds are thrown into the most 
Violent agitation. They hurry backwards and 
forwards with drooping wings, uttering screams 
of distress which are truly affecting. 





From Jesse’s Gleanings in Natural History. 

A Sentimental Pigeon.—A man, set to watch a 
field of peas which had been much preyed upon 
by pigeons, shot an old cock pigeon who had long 
been an inhabitant of the farm. His mate, around 
whom he had for many a year cooed, and nour- 
ished from his own crop, and assisted in rearing 
humerous young ones, immediately settled on the 


most expressive manner. The laborer took up| daunted, now determined he would exert himself 
the dead bird, and tied it to a short stake, think-| also for the reformation of ‘‘ the tipplers.” Ac- 
ing that it would frighten away the other depre-| cordingly, whenever the door was opened, he 
In this situation, however, his partner|raised his voice, and exclaimed more earnestly 
did not forsake him, but continued day after day, | and pointedly against the sin of Sabbath-breaking. 
walking slowly round the stick. The kind-heart- 
ed wife of the bailiff of the farm at last heard of| thatthe doors were more generally and more wide- 
the circumstance, and immediately went off to af- 
ford what relief she could to the poor bird. She| came there to drink and idle away the time, some 
told me that, on arriving at the spot, she found | ‘‘ were very attentive to hear him.” He wisely 
the hen bird much exhausted, and that she had|improved his opportunity, and faithfully and un- 
made a circular beaten track around the dead | sparingly exposed the sin to which the parents, 
pigeon making now and then a little spring to-| by keeping the shop open on ‘Sunday, and the peo- 
wards him. On the removal of the dead bird, the | ple by frequenting it oa that day, were addicted. 
hen returned to the dove cot. Qne Sunday morning his little pupil met him 
Proper Pride in a Dog.—A gentleman, a good | a church with a smiling face, and said, = Father 
shot, lent a favorite old pointer to a friend, who don’t mean to sell any more on Sunday.” Such 
had not much to accuse himself of.in the slaugh-| Was the fact, and there is good reason to hope 
ter of patridges, however much he might have that the parents were induced not only to abandon 
frightened them. After ineffectually firing at some | their immoral business, but to frequent the Lord's 
birds which the old pointer had found for him, the | house, and change entirely their mode of living. 
dog turned away in apparent disgust, went home,| Surely that Sunday school teacher’s success 
and never could be persuaded to accompany the will encourage others to adopt a similar plan with 
same person afterwards. their scholars. A way can thus be obtained of 
A Hen’s Recollection.—The antipathy of the finding access to parents, and of laying before 
Hen to water is well known; yet the following is ieee cus be local whieh Genm dace ee 
ee oa na A pentane benefits to sng the conver- 
three successive years, became —— to their 
taking to the water, and would fly to alarge stone “ . - A 
i hn wide of the pond, and resins pant qui- peculiar delicacy, and where they will require 
atly wateh has _ as they puam oheut - be to direct them. For this let them pray. Let 
fourth year she hatched her own eggs; and find- oe : , 
ing rhea as citation db0 ach pono the water | them not think that because they are teachers, 
as the ducklings had done, she flew to the stone ie Sige 
in the pond, ms culied haan to bas eth the > admonition. ‘They must be content to wait till 
most eagerness. This recollection of the habits 
of her former charge, though it had taken place 
a year before, is not a little curious. 


His words were not lost. To his surprise he found 


ly thrown open, and that among the persons who 


them the foolish and pernicious practices to which 
sion from sin to holiness. But let teachers re- 
member they will thus he placed in situations of 


much of that wisdom which cometh from above 


therefore they may oblrude religious counsel and 


the Lord sets before them ‘‘an open door,” and 
not attempt to force it open themselves. Pearls 
of great price are indeed, in a certain sense, com- 
mitted to them; but let them beware how, when, 








SABBATH SCHOOL. 


where they cast them forth, lest haply they be 
spread only before swine, who will trample upon 








Eternity alone will be able to disclose the full 
benefit of Sunday school teaching. Facts of a most 
interesting and thrilling nature are almost daily 
coming to our knowledge, proving that the Spirit 
of God is constantly using this system of religious 
instruction for the most important purposes, and | ————————— ——- ~ 
making it not more directly than indirectly the BOY AND FIREWORKS. 
means of most valuable blessings to parents as 
well as to their children. We were recently made 
acquainted with a circumstance, which we feel well 
assured our readers, especially our Sunday-school 
teachers, will be gratified to see made public. 

A teacher in one of the Sunday schools in a 
neighboring city, not content with attending to 
his pupils on the Lord’s day, was in the habit fre- 
quently of going to their respective residences, 
there hearing their lessons, and giving them such 
advice as he thought profitable to them in the sit- 
vations in which they severally were placed. 
One of his scholars was the son of a man who 
kept a small grocery and tippling shop. The 
store was separated from the room in which the 
teacher met the members of his class, only by 
folding doors. Frequently on Sunday, while he 
was thus engaged, both the parents of the lad 
would be with the customers in the store drinking 
and spending their time in other respects also 
very improperly. The teacher failed not to warn 
his pupil of the danger of profaning the Lord’s 
day, showed him from God’s own word, how per- 
sons had been punished for so doing, and was 
particularly anxious togecure his attention to this 
subject, because of the danger to which he saw 
his pupil was exposed, Nor did he labor in vain. 
The lad evidently was much impressed with the 
instructions of his teacher, and promised to re- 
member what he heard. 

The parents and other frequenters of the shop, 
sometimes would open the folding doors a very 





gtound by his side, and showed her grief in the 


little to hear what they tauntingly called ‘the 
preaching.” The teacher, however, nothing 


From the N. York S. S. Visitor. |them, and turn again and rend those to whom 


The faithful Sunday-school Teacher. they had been entrusted. Let them remember 


the mildness of the dove is full as necessary for 
them as the wisdom of the serpent, and that after 
all, the best way ‘‘to put to silence the ignorance 
of foolish men” is ‘‘ by well doing.” 








MORALITY. _ 





H. L. has very kind tender parents, who love 
him dearly, they wish him to be a good boy. I 
mean by a goad boy, one who learns in his ear- 
liest days to love and fear the Lord: especially to 
hate sin, trust in Christ for salvation, and keep 
God’s commandments. But I am sorry to say, 
that this little boy does not care much about these 
things; neither does he feel much the kind love 
of his parents, nor their affectionate desire for his 
best welfare. 

Perhaps he was too much indulged, and allow- 
ed to have his own way. This is very wrong in 
parents, whenever they do so; and God will cor- 
rect them in some way or other when they neg- 
lect their duty to their children; and this 1 have 
often observed, the Lord frequently does in a 
way that is very painful and distressing. Such 
was the case here. H. L. was very fond of play- 
ing with dangerous things, and that too, unknown 
to his father and mother, who would not if they 
knew it, allow him to do so. This often led him 
to do in secret, what he knew he would not be 
permitted to do openly. 

Let every child remember this, it is very wrong 
to do what you are forbidden to do, and especi- 
ally to do it in secret, unknown to your parents, 
when you know they forbid you to do so for your 
good. Well, among other things which this little 
boy did in this improper manner, there was one, 
as I said before, of a very dangerous character. 
He used to amuse himself unknown to his parents, 
and contrary to their command, with fireworks; 
which are very dangerous at all times, and much 
more to a little child. 














Youth’s Companicn. 








Well, one day as he and his little brother thus 
engaged, as they thought, in a place where no 
one could see them (but God sees all things) 
and had just begun to set fire to some squibs 
and crackers, his younger brother happened to 
look out and saw his mother coming in search of 
them: and knowing she would be angry, he cried 
out to his elder brother, ‘‘ Oh! H., Mamma is 
coming! Mamma is coming!” 

Alarmed at being discovered in the act of wil- 
ful disobedience, and ‘not knowing what to do, he 
caught up his fireworks, and thrust them in a very 
great hurry into his pocket. Now see the truth 
of Scripture, ‘* Be sure your sin will find you out.” 
A spark of fire caught the tinder paper, and in 
a few minutes the whole took fire and went off. 

As you may easily imagine, he was very much 
burnt; indeed so much so, that his life was in 
great danger. He was taken home, and for al- 
most a whole year was obliged to keep his bed, nor 
am I sure that up to this moment he is got well. 

What were the feelings of this little boy at the 
time, or what they may have been since, I cannot 
tell. I hope he has truly repented of his sin. I 
hope he has prayed to Christ to forgive him, and 
give him grace to honor and obey his parents in 
time to come, and to 4o nothing that God forbids. 
But whatever little boy or girl, who reads this 
little story, may be given to do that is wrong, in 
any way contrary to an express command, let me 
beseech him to remember that sin provokes God, 
‘and makes him angry; and that God not only sees 
your sins, but may visit them upon you in some 
painful manner, so as to convince all who are 
about you, what a wicked child you have been. 

H. L. suffered much in his body. But how 
great would have been his sufferings if God had 
cast him into hell! As yet he is spared. I hope 
it may be to repent, believe, and be saved. Now, 
my dear children, let me beg you to think of your 
sins; cry to God for pardon through the blood of 
Christ; and pray to him to give you grace to keep 
them off, and live the rest of your days in his fear 
and favor. If you do so, you will thank me for 


writing this little history for you. 
[London Child’s Friend. 





MISCELLANY. 

Missionary Anecdotes. 

A Missionary in the southern part of India gives 
the fllowing'interesting account: 

Oct. 24.—This morning, a heathen child came to 
see me, evidently very sorrowful of heart, Having 
asked him what he wantedy he said, * Sir, I am afraid 
the curse of God is upon me: my father and mother 
are dead; and the schoolmaster who used to teach us 
the way to heaven is deranged. I wish to go to heaven, 
dut I have now noone to teach me.” The dear child 
then burst into a fit of erying. [asked him if-he would 
like me to pray with him, ‘ O yes,” he said, T did 
so; and after prayer he appeared a little more com- 
posed, I then asked him, ‘Is it your desire to serve 
and love Jesus?”—* O yes,”? he replied. I inquired, 
* Are there no children of the school who would join 
you in this??? “ O yes,” said he, ‘ there are four of us; 
and since the schoolmaster has been sick,.we all four 
have joined together, and prayed to Jesus three times 
every day; and ¢Verapatren, (one of the four boys,) 
who knows how to priy, prays loud, and we repeat 
after him.” I said, “* Why do you ery? you see you 
are not alone; there are other chikdren who fear the 
Lord also.” The boy answered, “ Yes; but I am 


} acer 











afraid E shall not be able to go to heaven, as there is} Hoty Guost told then how to write it.” 

I replied, *-But do you no|see the Hoty Gnrost, and did he spenk to them??? 
longer worship idols?”—** Ne,” he answered, “ never; ** No; but he made them think it.” 
Why should we| presented, he-dropped in his money, a smile of joy 
worship them? they are nothing but earth.” What | glowed on his countenance, and he returned to his 
do the other people say to that?” 1 asked.—-Ans, | seat pleased with the luxury of doing good, 
*¢ Some boys say that we are clever;but others say 
that we are fools.””°—“ Are there no. other boys in the 
place willing to join you?”—.ns, ‘* There are other 
boys who come to prayer, so that sometimes there are 
ten together; but when they laugh, we put them out ed to be serious, asked them if there were any more 
for one day; for we have made a law among ourselves | on hoard who were of the same opinion as themselves. 


no one to teach me.” 


nor do any of the other four boys. 


that whoever laughs shall be put out for one day.” 


Oct. 26.—The above mentioned little hoy came to} us, who, when opportunity offers, meet for reading 


see me again. He — his desire to he receivec 
jnto the seminary. 


e is quite willing to give up|truly changed, who were all vile sinners two years 


The Sailor’s Return. 


POETRY. 








During the last illness of a pious mother, when 
she was near death, her only remaining child, the sub- 
ject of many agonizing and believing prayers, who 
had been roving on the sea, returned to pay his parent 
a visit. After a very affecting meeting, “ You are 
near port, Mother,” said the hardy looking sailor, 
‘**and I hope you will have an abundant entrance.” 
‘Yes, my child, the fair haven is in sight, and 
soon, very soon, I shall be landed 

——‘on that peaceful shore, 

Where pilgrims meet to part no more.” 


** You have weathered many a storm in your pas- 
sage, Mother; but now Gon is dealing very gracious- 
ly with you, by causing the winds to cease, and by 
giving you calin at the end of your voyage.” 

‘Gop has always dealt graciously’ with me, my 
son; but this last expression of his kindness, in per- 
mitting me to see you hefure [ die, is so unexpected, 
that it is like a miracle wrought in answer to prayer.” 
“OQ Mother!” replied the sailor, weeping as he 
spoke, * your prayers have been the means of my 
salvation, and [ am thankful that your life has been 
spared till [ could tell you of it.” 

She listened with devout composure to the account 
of his conversion, and at last, taking his hand, she 
pressed it to her dying lips, and said, ‘* Yes, thou art 
a faithful Gop! and as it hath pleased thee to bring 
hack my long lost child, and adopt him into thy fami- 
ly, I will say, * Now lettest thou thy servant depart in 
peace, for mine eyes have seen thy salvation.’ ” 

Ward’s Address to Parents. 





An Example for Youth. 


A little boy, in destitute circumstances, was put out 
as an apprentice toa mechanic. For some time he 
was the youngest apprentice, and of course had to go 
upon errands for the other apprentices, and not un- 
frequently to procure for them ardent spirits, of which 
all but himself partook; because, as they said, it did 
them guod, He, however, used none; and, in conse- 
quence of it, was often the object of severe ridicule 
from the older apprentices; because, as they said, he 
had not sufficient manhood to drink rum. And as 
they were revelling over their poison, he, under their 
insults and cruelty, often retired, and vented his grief 
in tears. But now, every one of the older apprentices, 
we are informed, is a drunkard, or in the drunkard’s 
grave; and this youngest apprentice, at whom they 
used to scoff, is sober and respectable, worth a hun- 
dred thousand dollars, In his employment are about 
a hundred men, who do not use ardent spirits; and he 
is exerting upon many thousands an influence in the 
highest degree salutary, which may be transmitted b 
them to future generations, and be the means, honed 
grace, of preparing multitudes, not only for usefulness 
and respectability on earth, but for an exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory in heaven. 

(London Weekly Visiter. 





A Little Boy and the Bible. 
A little hoy, about six years of age, just after enter- 
ing the school, came and asked the teacher for the 
charity-box. The teacher inquired what he wanted 
with it. “I want to put a halfpenny into it,” said he. 
To examine his motives, and his knowledge of divine 
things more particularly, he was asked what good he 
supposed it would do to put his money into the charity 
vox, ‘* [ want to send it to the Heathen,” he replied. 
* Do you know,” said the teacher, “ who the heathen 
are?” ‘*'TRey are folks who have not got any Bible, 
and live a great way off.” ** What is the Bible?” 
‘The word of Gop.” = “ Of what use would it he to 
the Heathen, ifthey had it???) ‘It would tell them 
how to love Gop, and be good.” ‘ Where did the 
Bible come from?” ‘ From heaven.” ‘* Was it writ- 
ten in heaven?” ‘* No; the prophets and good men 
wrote it.” [f good men wrote it, how then is it the 
Word of Gon, and come from Heaven?” ‘* Why, the 
* Did they 


The box was 


(Sunday School Anecdotes. 





The Bible and the Sailors. 
A Minister meeting with some Sailors who appear- 


*¢ Yes, Sir,” said one of them, “there are several of 


Lj} and prayer; and we hope there are six of us who are 





caste, if we will receive him. 
were with him express the same desire.--- ¥, Friend. 


The little hovs who|ago, but who have been taught to love God by read- 





ing the Bible,” [ History of a Bible. 





THE CREATOR—sy REv. W. FLETCHER. 


“*Txovu hast created all things, and for thy pleasure 


they are and were created.” 
Sister—tell me now, I pray; 
Who is he that made the Sl 
With its pure and perfect light, 
And the darkness of the night; 
Who the earth around me spread, 
And the skies above my head; 
Where the bright and burning sun 
Wanders till the day is done; 
And the moon so gently glides, 
With the pretty stars for guides; 
Who with waters filled the seas 
And with greenness cloth’d the trees; 
Who with grass bespreads the plain 
And when thirsty sends it rain; 
Who the winds and tempests made, 
Cold and heat, and light and shade, 
Ice and snow, and air I breathe, 
And the dust my feet beneath; 
Who made all things that I see, 
Bird and beast, and flower and tree, 
Fish and fowl—the. mighty woods, 
Mountains, hills and foaming floods? 
Can you, Sister, tell me then, 
Who made all things, beasts and men; 
Things on earth, in heaven and sea, 
And the hand that fashioned me? 


Littte Cuitp—The power which made 
Sun and moon, the light and shade, 
Heaven and earth, the wondrous sea, 
And all living things that be; 

Trees and forests, herbs and flowers, 
Heat and snow—the storms and showers, 
And all things which thou canst know, 
In heaven above or earth below; 

All things thou canst see or hear, 

Feel or taste or love or fear, 

(And destroys them at a nod,) 

Js thy Maxer, Lorp ani! Gop. 





DYING REQUEST. 

She took me by her side, and clasped my hand 
In hers. The dew of death was on her brow ; 
Her cheek was ashy pale—her eyes were dim; 
And as I bended o’er the couch, she spoke 
With all the pathos of a mother’s love, 

While lingering on the verge of endless bliss : 


* My son—my only son—! leave thee here 
Amid a world of guilt and misery. 
My daily prayer has been for thee, that thou 
Might’st worship God and give thy heart to him— 
And ’tis thy mother’s last :nd dying prayer. 
When thou shalt see my face no more, and hear 
No more my voice to counsel thee and check 
The evil of thy heart—forget me not, 
But fear to sin, and ask, Were mother here, 
Would she approve or would she now condemn? ~ 
And daily strive to grow in every grace, 
And in the knowledge of thy Saviour, God. 
But what if thy fond heart shouid never know 
A Saviour’s dying love—nor seek from heaven 
The blessedness wf those who ure forgiven ? 
What if thou should’st reject the proffered grace 
Of Him who left his native skies to die, 
That man through Him might be redeemed and saved 7 
My child, give me assurance ere I sink 
In death, that thou wilt early seek the Lord, 
And I can die in peace.’ 
*1 will—I wil?— 
Burst from my heart, which had so callous grown, 
That nought before could melt it—and my eyes, 
As ’t were a fountain broke, bathed me in tears. 
My mother said no more. A pleasant smile 
Mantled her cheek, as death her pulses stilled, 
And tore her soul from cliy to rest in heaven. 
All that | ’ve been from youth to later years, 
I owe to her maternal care and watehfulness— 
Who daily taught my infant lips to pray, 
And bade my wandering feet in virtue’s path to tread. 
If in the mansions of the blest appears 
My blood bought sou! with all the saints redeemed, 
I °l) owe it chiefly to my mother’s care— 
Her counsels and her prayers. 


x 





LINES 
Written by a Maniac on the walls of his Cell- 
Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
And were the skies of parchment made, 
Were every stalk on earth a quill, 
And every man a scribe by trace— 
To write the love of God above, 
Would drain the ocean dry, 
Nor coald the scroll contain the whole, 
Though stretched from sky to sky. 


























































































